have been so successiul all thesa years
that you have grown overconfident. |
(tell you that thers 5 & desperately
shrewd man somewhere back of all
this. Mark me, 1 do not bLelleve Har
greave {s dead. He s In hiding. It
may be near by. He may bave dropped
from the balloon before it left land
The man they pleked up may be Orts,
the seronaut The five thousand might
have been hig fee for resculng Har
greave. Here {8 the greatest thing
we've ever beea up sgainst; and you
start in with every day methods!”

“Little woman, don't let your tongue
run away with you too far”

“I'm mot the least bit afrald of you,
Leo. You peéd uré, and 1L has pever
been more apparent than at this mo-
ment.”

“All right. 1 foll by the wayslde
this trip. Truthfully, 1 realized It five
minutes after the men were gone, The
only clever thing 1 dld was to keep
the mask on my face. They can't
come back at me. But the thing looked
8o easy: and it would have worked
but for Norton's sppearance.”

“You all but compromised me. That
butlar worrles me a little Her ex-
pressgion loet ita anger and grew
thoughtful. “He's always about, some
whers, Do you think Hargreava took
him into his confidence?™

“Can't tell. Ha's besn watched
strajght for 40 hours. He hasn't
malled & letter or telephoned to any
place but the grocery. There have
heen no telegrams. Some one in that
house kupws whera the money is, and
{t's ten to one that it will be the girl”

“She Jookes enough liks Katrion to
be haer ghost”

Braine went over to the window
and stared up at the atars.

“You have made a good Impression
on the girl?™ with his back still to
ward her.

“l had her in my arms.”

“Olga, my hat s off to you," turn
ing, now that his face was agalin in
repose. “Your very frankness regard-
ing your relatlonship will pull the
wool over their eyes. Of pourse
they'll make inquiries and theyll find
out that you haven't lled. It's perfect.
Not even that newspaper wensel will
seo anything wrong, Townrd you
they will eventunlly ease up and you
can met without thelr even dreaming
your part in the business. We must
not be seen In publie any more, This
butler may know where 1 stand even
though he cannot prove it Now, I'm
going to tell you pomething. Perhapa
you've long since guessed It Katrina
jwas mine til Hergreave—never mind
what his name was then—tlll Har
greave cama into the fold. Bo sure
lof her was 1 that I used her as a lure
to bring him to us, She fell in love
with him, but too late to warn him, 1
had the satisfaction of eesing him cast
her nslde, enrse her, and leave her, In
one thing she fooled us all. 1 never
koew of the child tIll you told me

He paused to llight & olgurette.

"Hargreave was madly in love with
her. He curged her, but he come back
to the houke to forgive her, 1o find
that shie had been seized by the secret
police and entombed In the fortress, 1
had my revenge. It was 1 who =ent In
the Information, practically bogus. But
in Russia they never question; they
sct and forget. So hoe had a daugh-
ter!™

He began pacing the floor, his hands
behind his baek; and the woman
watghed him, osclliating between love
and fear. He came to a halt abruptly
and looked down at her.

‘Don’'t worry. You have no rival
1'l leave the daughter to your tender
mercies.”

"The butier,” she sald, “has full pow-
ors of attorney to act for Hargreave
while absent, up to the dey the girl
bhecomes of legal age.”

“TN keep an eye on our friend Jones,
From now on, day and night, there will
be & cal st the knothole, and "ware
mouse! Could you make up anything
ke this girl?” suddenly,

“A fair likeness."

“Do it Go to the ship which pleked
up the man ut sea and quie the cap
tain, Either the aviator or Hurgreave
iu allve, It is important o learn which
at onee, Be very careful; play the
game only us you know how (o play 1t
And 1f Hargreave t8 allve, we win, To-
morrow morning, early, Tears of an-
gulsh, and all that. Ballors are ensy
when & womin weeps, No color, re
member; just the yellow wig and the
salient features, Now, by-hy!"

“Aren't you golng to kiss me, Leo?

He caught hor hands. “There ls a
species of Delllah about you, Olgn. A
kisp tonlght from your ps wonld suip
my lockd; and I need n clear hond
Whether we fall or win, when bk
game Is played you shall be my witi
He kissed the hands and strode out
into the hall
| The woman gazed down at her pmall
white hands and smiled tendorly, (The

woar und trank, Trost
vgent to koow what
1t was tnlXing rhoul

So Nertgn's suspicions—and he bad
antortalned  some—were completely
lulled to sleep, And he wouidn't bave
fdoubted her at all except for the fact
thai{ Braine had been with her when
Ye had introduced Hargreave. Har-
grenve had feared Bralne; that much
the raporter had elicited from tha but-
lor, Dut thers wasn't the slightest
evidence. Bralne had been in New
York for nearly six years. The prinvess
had arrived In the city but a year gonae.
And Tiraine was a member of several
fashionable elubs, never touched cards,
and seldom drank. He was an expeart
cheds player and a wondarful amateur
bitliardist. Perhapa Jones, the taciturn
and Inscrutable, had not told him all
he knew regarding his master's past.
Well, well; he had in his time un-
tangled worse snarls. The office had
turned him Joope, a free lance, to
handle the case ss he saw fit, to turn
in the story when it wna complets.
But what & story It was golng to be
when he clenred It up! The mora mys-
tifying it was, the greater the sest and
gport for him, Norton was llke a

1! 4 it

s Bustlen sooret

“| Am Not Afraid of You, Leo.”

gamblar who played for blg stakes,
and only big stakes stirred his crav-
ings,

The captain of the tramp steamer
Orient told him the same tale he had
told the other reporters; he had ploked
up & man at seh. The mon had been

brought aboard totally exbausted.
“Was there apuother body any
whaore 1

“No."
“What beonme of himT?*
“l sent w wireless and that seemed
to bothor him: It looked so that he did
not want anybody to learn that he had
been rescued. The moment the boat
touched the pler he lost himself In the
crowd. Fifty reporters eame aboard,
but he was gone. And 1 could but tell
tbem just what I'm telling you."

"He bad money."”

“About five thousand.”

“Plense doescribe him*™

The captain did so. It was the same
description he had given to all the re-
porier Norton looked over the rafl
big warehouse.

"“Wos It an ordinary ballogn?

“There you've got me, My Marcon!
pun saye the balloon part was ke
any other balloon; but the passenger
car woE a4 now businoes to him, It
could be driven agalnst the wind.”

“Driven against the wind, Did you
tell this to the other chaps?”

"Don't think 1 did, Just remem.
bhered It FProbably some new Inven-
tion: and now {t's nt the bottom of the
sen. Two men, as | understand It,
went off In this contraption. One s
gona {or good.”

'For

Al s

guod,” echoed the reporter
gravely, Gone [or good, Indeed, poor
devil! Norten teok out a roll of bills,
“Thore's two nubdred 1o this roll”
| “Wei™™ ¢ald the captnin, vastly as-
loniviaod

“Ite youras If
Eluall favor,

‘I it doosn't get me mixed up with
the poligs im only captaln of a
tramyp; and ecme of the harbor police

o taken a dislike to me. What do

you will do me ®

tigress has her tender moments!) He
meant it!

Bhe went Into her dresaltg room and
for an hour or more worked over her
face and halr, till she was cortuin that
If the captain of the ship describoed hor
to anyone eles he could not fall to give
a falr deseription of Florence Har
greave,

Hut Norton reached the captuln first
(Other reporters had besleged Lim, but
they bad succeaded lo gathering the
vaguest kind of Information, They had
no description of Hargreave, while
Norton had, Before going down to the
boat, however, he had delved into the
past of the Princess Olga Perlgoft. 1t
cont him & pocketful of mopey, but the

you weiit me todot™
“The polien will ot bother you, This
mun 1 had some enemies;
ant elthet bis e or hig money;
mnybe both, 11 s & poculine case, with

Breregve
thiy Watit

Bl i the background, He might
have lnld the whols buslness balore
the police, but he choso 10 Grht it out

Imyold

belleve the pollee would have done
Roy pood,”

Yonoo hor over: what do you want

der hig arm.”

end justified the means. The princess
bad no past worth mentlondng. By
plecing thin and that together he be
cnme asgured that she had told the

simple truth regarding the relationship

to Florence's mother. A ecablagram

had giveu bim all the facts (n her his-
torgy there were no gaps or discrep
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And to tell the truth, I don't

me 1o do for that handsoms yoll of
nvans

10 any pan or woman who is not a
renorter comas to plmp you tell them

tha man went sehore with & puokst un-

man “ns gray halred,
with a scar
w Wi farakeal, generally cov-

“That's bultenod down, my iad. (o

“Buy thut you osw bl enter yooder

warehouse, AUQ Wlelr GUPBRTL Wicuoll
his packet.”
“Easy as dropping my mudhook”

“That'a all.” Norton gave the cap-
tain the money. “Good-by and maoy
thanks."

“Don't mentlon .

Norton left the slip and proceedad to
the office of the wardhouse. He ap-
proached the manager's desk.

“Hello, Grannls, old top!™

The man looked up from his work
surlily, Then his face brightened.
“Norton? What's brought you here?
0, yes; that balloon business. Sit
down,"”

“What kind of a man Is the captain
of that old hooker in the slipt”
"Shifty In gun running, but other
wise as square s & die. Looks funny
to sed an old tub llke that fixed up
with wireless; but that has saved his
neck n dogen times when he was run-
ning it into & noose, Not golng to in-
terview me, are you ™

“No. I'm golng to sk you to do me
a littie faver.™

“They always say that. But spin
her out. If It doesn't cost me my job,
it's yours.”

"Well, thers will be & person mak-
ing Inquirles ebout the mysterious
aeronaut, All I want you to say s,
that he left & packet with you, that
you've put it In that safe till he calls
1o clatm 1t

Grannls nibbled the end of his pen.
“Suppose some one should come and
demand that 1 open the safe and de-
liver ™

“All you've got to do is to tell them
to show the receipt signed by you™
The warehouse mannger laughed.
"Got a lot of sense in that ivory dome
of yours. All right, Bul If anything
happens you've got to comeé around
and back me up, What's it about?”
"That I dare nof tell you. Thie
much, 'm laying & trap and I want
some one [ don't know to fall into it."
“On your way, James. But if vou
don't eend me some priza fight tickets
next week for this, I'll never do you
another favor.”

In reply Norton took from his pocket
two bils of pasteboard mnd laid them
on the desk. "I knew you'd bs wunt-
ing something ke this”

“Ringside!" cried Graonis., “You re
porters mre lucky devils!"

“'d go myself If there was any
earthly chance of a real scrap, You
make me laugh, Gran. You're always
golng, always hoping the next one will
be & real one. But it's all bunk. The
pugs are the biggest fakers on top the
sod. They've got U8 DEWSpPApPEr men
done to a frazzle’

*] guess you're right. Well, ecount
on me regarding that mysterious
bundle in the safe”

“At three o'clock this afternoon |
want you to eall me up, If no one has
called, why the game s up. < But Ul
some one does come around and make
inguiries, don't fail to let me know.”

“I'l be here till five, 1'd better call
you up then.” {
Then Norton returned home nnd
ldled about till afternocon, He went
over to Riverdule. Five times he
walked up and down the front of the
Hargreave place, fnally plecked up
his courage and walked to the door.
After all, ha wasg a lucky mortal. He
had a good excuse to visit this house
every day in the week. And thers was
something tantalizing in the risk he
took. Besldes, he wanted to prove to
himself whether it wus & passing fancy
or something deeper. That's the way
with humans;, we never see s sign
“Fresh Palot” that we don't have to
prove it

He chatted with Florence for o
while and found that, for all she might
be gulleless to the world, ghe was a
good linguist, a fine musiclan, and
talked with remarkable keenness
pbout books mnd arts. But unlesa he
roused her, the eadness of her position
always lay written In her face. 1t was
not diMeult for him to conjure up her
dreams in coming'to the city and the
blow which, like a bolt of lightning
from a clear sky, bad shattersd them
ruthlassly,

“You must come every day and tell
ma how you huve progressed,” she
sald.

“I'll obey that order gludly, when-
ever I can possibly do it. My visiis
will always ba short™

“That {8 not necessary.”

“No,” sald Norton In his heart, “but
It 18 wise"

Always he found Jones walting for
him at the door, nlways In the shadow.

“Well? the butler whiapered.

"I have lald & neat trap. Whether
this balloon was the one that laft the
top of this house 1 don't know, But if
thers were two men in it, one of them
lles at the bottom of the sen.”

“And the man found?™ The butler's
volce was tense,

“It was not Hargreave. I met Orts
but once, und as o wors a beard then,
the captaln's description did not tally
with your recollection.”

“Thank God! But what Is this trap?™

“l praposé to find out by It who Ia
back of all this, who Hargreave's real
enemlos pre”

Norton returned to his rooms, there
to awalt the call from Grannis, Hae
j Was sorTy, but if Jones would not take
him into his fullest confidence, ha
must hold himself to blame for sny
hlunder he (Norton) made. Of course,
he could readily understand Jopes'
angle of vision, He knew nothing of
tha general run of reporters; he had
henrd of them by rumor and distrusted
them. He was not aware of the faot
that the avernge reporter carries more
secretn in Ne head than a prime mine
mter, It waos, then, up o him to sat
about to allay this distrust and gain
the man's domplete confidence.

Meunwhile thet pame morning a
pratly Joihs woman boarded the
Orlegt und esked to be led 10 the cap.

o e

evidently been weeping. When the
captaln, susceptible llke all sailors,
saw her his promises to Norton took
wings.

“This I8 Captain Hagan?” she asked,
balling the handierchief she held In
her hand.

“Yes, miss. What can I Jo for you ™
He put hls hemds embarrassedly into
his pockets—and folt the crisp Lills.
But for that mogle touch bea would
have forgottenihls lines, He ssquared
his shoulders.

“] have every assurance that the
man you plekediup ot sea lsmy father.
1 am Florence Hargneave. Tell me
everything."

The ecaptaln’s: very blumdering de-
celved her. “And then he bustied
down the gang-plank and headed for
that warshouss. He had a package
which he was s tender of as if It
bhad been dynaniter’

“Thank you!"™ lmpuksively,

“4 man has to dohis duty, miss. A
saflor's always glad to rescue 4 man
at gea,” swkwardly.

When she fimmlly went down the
gangplank the sigh the captaln heaved
was slmost as Joud as the exhaust
from the donkey engines which were
working out the crates of lemons from
the hold,

“Maybe she fis Idis daughter; but
two hundred is two hundred, and I'm
a poor sallor man.”

Then Grannis cams in for his
troubles. What was a chap to do
when a pretty girl appealad to him?
“I am sorry, miss, but I can't give
you that packnge, 1 gave the man &
receipt and till It {8 presented 10 me
the package must remain in yonder
gafe. You understand enough about
the bustness to renllze that. 1 did
not soliclt the job. It wes thrust upon
me. I'd glve a hundred dollars if the
blame thing was out of 'my safe. You
gay It 1s your fortune. That bhasn't
been proved. It may be gunpowder,
dynamite. I'm sorry, but you will
have to find your father and bring the
recaipt.”

The young woman left the ware
house, dabbing her eyes with the
sodden handkerchief.

“T wonder,"” mused Grannis, as he
watched ber from the window, “I won-
der what the deuce that chap Nor,
ton {8 up to. The girl might have
been the man's daughter. . ., . Good
Lord, what an ass I am! There
wasn't any man!" And 8o he reached
over for the telaphone.

Immedately upon recelpt of thas
message the reporter set his machin.
ery in motion, Some time befors
dawn he would know who the arch.
conspirntor was. He questioned Gran-
nls thoroughly, and Grannis' descrip-
tion tallled amozingly with that of
Florence Hargreave, Bul a call over
tha wire proved to him conclusively
that Forence had not been out of
the house that morning,

On the morrow the newspapers had
scare-heads sbout an attempt to rob
the Duffy warehouss, It appeared
that the pollce had been tipped be-
forehand sod were on the grounda in
time to gather In several notorlous
gunmen, who, under pressura of the
third degree, vowed that they had
been hired and pald by a man In a
mask and had not the slightest |dea
what he wanted them to rald. Noth-
fng further c¢ould be gotten out of
the gunmen., That they wers lying
the police bad no doubt, but they
were up againat a stout wall and all
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“You Must Come Every Day and Tell
Ms How You Have Progressed”

they counld do was to hold the men for
the grand jury,

Norton was o a fine temper. After
all his careful planning he had guined
nothlng — abaolutely nothing, But
wait; he had galned something—the
bittar enmity of a cunning and des-
perale man, who had been forced to
remain hidden under the pler till al
most dawn.

CHAPTER IV.

The Flat on the Top Floor.

Bralne crawled from his uncomtort-
able hiding place. His clothes wers
solled and damp, his hat gons. By
& hair's breadth he had escaped the
clever trap laid for him. Hargreave
was allve, he had escaped; Brulos was
as certain of this fact as '
6

the upper story of the

i, Her eyss were red; she had
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He pald the reckoning, left the res-
taurant, snd dropped into one of his
clubs for & gmme of billlards. He
drew quite & gallery sbout the table
He won easily, racked his cus and
sought the apartments of the princess,

What & plece of luck It was that
Olga hed really married that old do-
tard, Perigoff! He had left her a
titled widow slx months after her mar-
rlage. But she had had hardly a ko-
peck to call her own,

“Olga, Hargreave I8 allve. He wan
there Inst night. But somehow hs
anticipated the rald and had the po-
lice in waiting. The question is, has
he fooled us? Did he take that mil
Hon or did he hide It? There in one
thing left—to get that girl. No mat-
ter whers Hargreave ls hidden, the
knowledge that she {8 In my hands
will bring him out into the open.”

“No more blind alleys.”

*What's on your mind™

“gShe has never seen her father, She
confegsad to me that she has not even
seen a photograph of him."

There was A long pause,

“Do yon utderatand me?" she asked.

“Hy the Lord Harry, I do! You've
a head on you worth two of mine.
The very slmplioity of the idea will

ing him all the time, More than this,
Hargreave and the meddling reporter
were In collusion. ln the fiare of
lights at the end of the gun-play he
had caught the profile of the reporter.
Heee waa o dangerous man, who must
be watched with the utmost care.

He, Bralne, had been lured to com-
mit an overt sct, and by the rarest
good luck had escaped with nothing
more serious than & cold cbill snd &

alling disappointment.
; He crawled miong the top of the
pler, listening, sending bis dark-acous-
tomed glance hither and thither. The
gky in the east was growing paler and
paler. In and out mmong the bales
of wool, bags of coffea and lemon
crates he slowly and cautlously
wormed his way, A watchman pa
trolled ths office side of the ware-
house, and Bralne found it possible
to eraep around the other way, thence
into the street. After that he straight-
ened up, sought & second-hand shop
and purchased a soft hat, which he
pulled down over his ayes.

He had balf a dozen rooms which
he always kept in readiness for such
adventures as this, He rented them
furnished In small botels which never
usked questlons of thelr patrons. To
one of these he went as fast as his
weary legs could carry him, He al
ways carrled the key. Once In his
room he donned fresh wearing ap
parel, linen, shoes, and shaved. Then
he procesded downstairs, the second:
hand hat shading his eyes mnd the
upper part of his face,

At half past twelye Norton entered
the Knickerbocker cafe-restaurant
and the first person he noticed wis
Braine, reading the morning's paper,
propped up against the waler carafe.
Bvidently he had just ordered, for
{here was nothing on his plate. Nor-
ton walked over and laid his hand
upon Bralne's shoulder. The man
looked up with mild curlosity,

“Why, Norton, sit down, sit down!
Have you had lunch? Not! Join me*

“Thanks. Came In for my break
fnst,” sald Norton, drawing out the
chalr. Bralne was sitting with his
back to the wall on the lounge-seat.

“l wonder If you newspaper men
ever eat u real, true enough break
fast. I should think the hours you
lead would kill you off. Anything
new on the Hargreave story T

*I'm not handling that,” the reporter
Hed cheerfully. *“Didn't want to. |
knew him rather Intimately. I'va »
horror of dead peopls, and don't want
to be called upon to ldentify the body
when they find IL"

“Then you think they will find 1t

“I don't know, It's a strange mixup.
I'm not on the story, mind you; but
I was In the locallty of Duffy's ware-
house late last night and fell into a
gunman rumpus,”

“Yes, 1 read about that. What
were they after?”

“You've got me there. No one
sesms to know, Some cock and bull
story mbout there being something
valuable. There was.”

“What was {t? The report In thie
piper does not say.”

“Ten thousand bags of coffes”

Bralne lay back In bis chair and
iaughed.

“If you want my opinion,” sald
Norton, “l belleve the gunmen were
out to shoot up another gang, and
the police got wind of It

“Don’t you think it about time the

Attampt to Rob the Duffy Warehouss.

win out for us. Some one to pose as
her father; a message handed to her
in secret; dire misfortunse {f she whis-
pers & word to anyone; that her fa-
ther's life hangs upon the secrecy;
she must confide In no one, least of
all Jones, the butler. It all depends
upon how the letter gets to her. Bred
in the country, she probably sleeps
with her window open, A pebble at-
tached to a nota, tossed into the win
dow. [I'll trust this to no one; I'll
do it myeelf. With the girl in our
control the rest will be eawy. If she
really does not know whare the monay
s Hargreave will tall us. Great head,
little woman, great head. She doen
not know her father's handwriting?”

“S8he has never seen a scrap of It
All that Miss Farlow ever roceived
was money, ‘The original note left on
the doorstep with Florence hns besn
lost, Trust me to make all these In-
quiries”

“Tomorrow nlght,
ately after dinper, a taxicab will
pollce called a bhalt In this gunman|awalt her just around the corner.
matter " Grange s the best man | can think

“Oh, g0 long as they pot each other | of. He's an artist when it comea to
the police look the other way. It|playing the old-man parts.”

then, Immedl-

saves & long trinl and passage up the| “Not too old, remember. Har-
river, Besides, whenever they are|greave isn't over forty-flve.”
nibbed wome big politielan manages “Another good point. I'm golng to

to open the door for them.
the American voter."

"Take Mr, Norton’s order, Luig)”
sald Bralne.

"A German pancake, buttered toast
and coffee,”" ordered the reporter.

“Man, eat something!"

“It's enough for me.”

“And you'll go all the rest of the
day on tobacco. I know something of
you cheps. | don't sea how you man-
age to do IL"

“Food i& the least of our troubles.
By the way, may 1 ask you & few ques-
tlons? Nothing for print, unless
you've got a new book coming*

“Fire away."

“What do you know about the
Princesa Perigoff1

“Let me see. H'm. Mot her fArst
about a year ago at a reception given
to Naslmova. A very attractive wom-
an. I ses quite a lot of her, Whyt"

“Well, she claims to be & sort of
aunt to Hurgreave's daughter.”

“Bhe eald something to me about
that the other night. You never
know whera you're at In this world, do
you'?t*

The German pancaks, the toast, the
coffes disappeared, and the reporter
pasied hls clgars,

"The president visits town today
and I'm off to watch the show, } nup-
poss I'll have to interview him about
the tarlff and ell that rot. When you
start on a new book let me know and
I'll be your presa agent.”

“That's a bargaln.”

“Thanks for the breakfast*

Braine plcked up hin news
amoked and read. Ha lﬂﬂl.d,u;:::
but he only pretended to read, The
young fool was clever, but no man

Great s | stretch out here on the divan and
snooze for a whilee Had & devil of &
tme last night.”

"When shall T wake you?*

“At oix. We'll have an early dinner
sent in. | want o keep out of every-
body's way, By-by!"

In less than three minutes he wna
sound asleep. The woman gazed down
at him In wonder and envy, If only
she conld drop to slesp Hie that. Very
softly she pressed her lips to his hair.

At sleven o'cloek the followine
night the hall Hght in the Hargreave
housa was turned off and the whole
Interlor became dark. A shadow
crept through the Mlac bushes with-
out any more sound that a eat would
have made. Florence's window wae
open, &a the arch-conspirator had ex-
pected it would be. With a small
string and stone as a sllug he sent
the letter whirling skillfully through
the alr. It salled Into the girl's room
The man below heard no sound of the
stone hitiing anything and concluded
that it bad struck the bed,

He walted patiently. Presently na
wavering lght could be distingulshed
over the slll of the window. The glrl
wid awinke and had 1t the candle
This knowledgs was sufficient for his
need, The traglo letter would do the
rest, that is, If the girl came from
the sume puttern as her father and
mother—atrong willed and advent-
rous. -

He tiptoed back to the Hiacs, when
a nolse sent him elose %o the ground.
Halt a dosen foet away he saw #
shadow cresping along toward the

door, :
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